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Our  Porto  Rican 
Orphanage  and 
Day  Schools 
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1  God  give  us  mothers  who  shall  give 
The  daughters  of  a  coming  race 
The  strength  of  character  to  hold 
The  glory  of  a  nation’s  grace.” 


ONE  of  the  best  things  the  Woman’s 
Home  Missionary  Society  ever  did  was 
to  seek  out  and  train  the  brown-eyed 
senoritas  of  Porto  Rico.  Their  lives  had  been 
so  warped  and  distorted  by  the  customs  and 
weakness  of  former  generations  that  they  had 
but  slight  conception  of  what  it  meant  to  be 
cultured  women.  The  life  in  the  George  O. 
Robinson  Orphanage  first  surprises,  then 
charms,  and  finally  changes  them  into  useful, 
sensible  girls. 

How  is  it  done?  A  little  here  and  a  little 
there,  keeping  everlastingly  at  it.  Before  the 
six  o’clock  bell  rings  in  the  morning,  a  faithful 
girl  has  arisen  and  made  the  cocoa;  at  6:30 
other  girls  join  her  and  soon  breakfast  for  the 
fifty  girls  is  on  the  tables.  Others  are  dress¬ 
ing  the  smaller  children.  At  fifteen  minutes 
of  seven  they  are  all  gathering  in  the  patio 
preparatory  to  their  morning  meal.  At  the 


word  “Pass”  they  quietly  take  their  places 
at  the  table  and  with  reverently  bowed 
heads  sing  a  blessing. 

After  the  tables  are  cleared,  the  three  girls 
in  charge  wash,  wipe  and  put  the  dishes  away 
in  their  proper  places. 

With  calls  for  pearline,  soap-brushes,  pails 
and  brooms,  which  an  older  girl  supplies,  the 
work  of  the  day  begins  in  proper  fashion; 
soon  each  girl  is  actively  plying  her  “trade” 
and  in  an  hour  the  house  and  grounds  are 
ready  for  inspection. 

The  organ  sounds  and  they  assemble  at  fif¬ 
teen  minutes  of  nine  for  chapel,  where  they 
sing  and  recite  Psalms.  At  nine  school  opens 
and  both  recitation  rooms  are  full  of  children. 

Occasionally  a  girl  is  excused,  as  she  must 
see  to  the  bread  that  is  baking.  She  follows 
the  process  from  the  setting  of  the  sponge  to 
taking  from  the  pans  the'  nicely  browned  and 
well-baked  loaves.  Another  is  cooking  a  pot- 
roast  for  the  teachers’  table.  She  must  pay 
particular  attention,  as  it  must  be  turned, 
browned  and  water  added  often.  Just  so  with 
the  cakes  and  cookies.  We  believe  this  as  nec¬ 
essary  a  part  of  their  education  as  to  be  able 
to  solve  problems  and  analyze  sentences.  In 
some  such  way  as  this  our  girls  at  eighteen 
have  a  well-rounded,  every  day  knowledge  of 
how  to  do  common  things  thoroughly. 

On  Mondays  and  Wednesdays  ten  girls 
arise  at  4:30  a.m.  and  at  7  a.m.  the  washing 
for  thirty  of  our  oldest  girls  is  on  the  line; 
at  noon  they  sprinkle  and  fold  these  clothes, 
and  at  3:30  p.m.,  at  the  close  of  school,  they 
iron  them;  by  6  p.m.  they  are  nicely  put 
away  in  their  lockers. 

At  3 130  those  who  are  not  ironing  are  in 
the  sewing-classes,  where  aprons,  dresses,  un¬ 
derwear  and  drawn-work  are  in  process  of 


completion  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Mer¬ 
cedes  Nunez,  their  teacher,  a  native  of  Porto 
Rico,  who  received  her  own  training  in  the 
Orphanage  and  at  Rust  Hall.  Even  if  some 
of  the  button  holes  are  as  round  as  the  globe, 
and  their  stitches  are  not  all  even,  we  take 
courage,  because  they  love  to  sew  and  with  a 
little  practice  they  make  rapid  improvement. 

The  friends  who  sent  us  so  many  good 
books  would  rejoice  to  know  in  what  neat 
array  Teressa  keeps  them  on  the  shelves 
that  Justo  (our  peon)  made  for  them. 

Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin,  Black  Beauty,  Birds’ 
Christmas  Carol  are  all  familiar  now,  and 
the  older  girls  entertain  the  younger  children 
by  telling  them  these  stories  on  Sabbath  af¬ 
ternoons. 

Friday  night,  who  would  believe  it?  Time 
simply  flies  at  Geo.  O.  Robinson  Orphanage. 
The  Queen  Esthers  are  gathering,  with  Jos¬ 
ephine  de  la  Pena,  their  president,  in  the  chair. 
Fifteen  minutes  is  spent  in  songs,  prayer  and 
testimony;  they  are  beginning  to  appreciate 
that  there  is  a  religion  that  is  vital,  that  will 
save  us  from  so  many  of  our  ills.  A  short 
program  is  rendered,  the  collection  is  taken 
and  with  clasped  hands  a  circle  is  formed  and 
“Blest  be  the  tie”  is  sung,  after  which  all 
unite  in  the  Lord’s  prayer. 

Sabbaths  are  full,  with  the  Sabbath-schools 
and  vesper  service  in  the  evening,  or  a  chapter 
from  some  good  book. 

Our  Day  Schools,  McKinley  (at  San  Juan), 
Woodruff  (Puerta  de  Tierra),  Williams 
(Arecibo)  and  Fisk  (Ponce)  for  nine 
months  of  the  year  are  full  of  bright,  alert 
children  whose  parents  are  glad  to  have  them 
under  our  Protestant  influence. 

There  are  five  Porto  Rican  teachers  who, 
under  an  American  director,  teach  them 


sewing,  basketry  and  other  useful  arts. 
Out  from  the  crowded  districts,  patios,  stalls 
and  alleys  they  come.  One  little  fellow  was 
found  weeping  as  school  closed ;  his  teacher 
wanted  to  know  why  he  was  crying.  “Oh, 
teacher,”  he  answered,  “I  doesn’t  want  to  go 
home.” 

He  had  learned  to  love  the  atmosphere  of 
the  kindergarten. 

House  to  house  visiting  and  afternoon 
classes  reach  many  of  the  mothers  and  older 
girls. 

There  are  over  three  hundred  children  that 
attend  these  schools.  We  believe  that  through 
them  we  are  to  lift  up  this  Island,  in  the  not 
too  distant  future,  to  a  proper  understanding 
of  life.  Most  of  these  children  are  found  in 
our  Sabbath-schools  on  Sunday  morning. 

What  does  this  all  foretell  if  we  are  but 
true  to  our  trust? 
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